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	1. Late Nights

"A blur huh.." Doctor Caitlin Snow muttered out loud as she studied the computer screen in front of her, currently on it was an obscured photo of a red blur racing in between fast cars. "Physically impossible speeds for even the fastest man alive."

The smartly dressed doctor remained enamoured with the photo currently on display, romantically-no but scientifically- yes! This red streak was a geneticist's dream come true. A near perfect specimen. One that could run at high speeds and remain intact making this blur a unique thing.

She wasn't exactly open about her quickly growing liking to this blur because of how the other doctors at Mercury Labs were and how they didn't exactly believe in this mysterious blur which most just suggested it was photo shopped or she just didn't want to jeopardise her already pretty diminished popularity in the lab, purely her own fault due to her own inability to socialise and actually want human attention.

That is why she knew more about this blur, purely because she had been trailing after him, checking some stupid blog dedicated to him which made her cringe at how soppy and nice it was towards whatever or whoever this Blur was. She had been visiting places where it had passed through and spent countless hours checking every inch of a scene looking for anything that she could use to identify what it was.

Luckily she was going to have her break soon.

After spending the majority of her day at work, desperately trying to gather evidence about her mutation analysis as it had only been a few months since Mercury Labs' rival, Star Labs had its particle accelerator explode and apparently not having any ill effects on the surrounding city.

She knew she was alone at this hour, peering over to check her digital clock 11:01, yep no one was around except her and her failed experiments. That's what made the light sounds of marching feet came from outside of the lab doors.

Since she was so focused on working and nothing else, she had heard that noise and twisted her body around to look straight at the doors as they suddenly began to open up.

"Um hello." Finding it rude how this person didn't even knock as she froze up now as she saw who it was.

A man was clad in a black suit, complete with a black mask that left his eyes exposed. His hand raising up to aim at her, clutching a gun in his hand as suddenly two other men enter and pause beside him, almost looking exactly the same as one another as they followed the first man with drawing their guns.

"Give me my research!" The muffled voice of Danton Black called out as he kept his gun aimed directly at her as his two 'men' went off to the side to look through the rest of her lab. Noticing this she quickly tried to escape his line of fire.

She managed to chuck herself to the side as the sound of his gun being fired rung in her ears heavily. She hissed as she felt pain in the muscles of her shoulder and instantly gripped a hand over it, bring it back to examine her pale hand only to find it soaked in a crimson substance.

Not having time to exactly formulate a plan, she quickly rushed on her hands and knees towards the nearest fire alarm, using her lab table as cover from Danton as she nimbly shot up. Her pale hands fumbling to open up the glass case and hit the red button hard with her open palm.

However, this allowed her to be spotted by Danton who quickly fired at her, causing her to try to dive out of the way once more. She luckily escaped being hit as she stumbled back on her heels, falling onto her butt as the loud ringing of a particular bell managed to drown out Danton Black's insistent yells. The loud noise didn't last long as it prematurely ended now as the masked man stalked over to her.

He roughly grabbed her by the front of her purple blouse bringing the perplexed doctor close to him, allowing her to see his focused and narrowed eyes.

"Now where is my research." He spat as he gestured with his gun now.

That wasn't exactly going to threaten Caitlin, she had faced worse threats than that and thanks to a few self-defence lessons she swiftly sent one of her knees into his crotch, overwhelmed by the pain as he let go of her and crouched over slightly in brief agony, allowing Caitlin to make a grab at the gun, her smaller hands trying to overpower his firm gloved grip on his gun, thanks to exploiting his weak area, his grip had loosened, allowing for her wrestle control of the weapon from him.

Stumbling back from her successful grab, she cocked the gun up as the deadly weapon was poorly handled before she backed up, trying to use the weapon to her advantage, she wasn't going to simply kill him like that, she may have been attacked she couldn't muster the courage to just shoot a man.

He however relented, stalking towards her as suddenly she felt herself brush against the metal side of her lab table again. She found her stimuli and quickly shot at his knee to prevent him coming any closer.

A muffled curse came from under his mask as his unarmed hands shot down to protect his wound.

Shakily, Caitlin rushed off to nearest exit she could see, the main doors. She hadn't taken into account for the other masked men as one abruptly slammed into her. Making the smaller doctor lose her balance and collide with the side of her lab table, wincing as she felt pain shoot to the back of her head which had hit the table, her vision going a bit distorted by the pain.

Suddenly the three men were in front of her again, she noticed how despite looking identical that none of the men had the wound she had inflicted on any of them and she was sure there was just three men.

"Where is my research!" The middle masked men demanded once more, keeping his gun pointed at her again.

"What research!" She coarsely replied, too fed up with him being so ambiguous.

"Danton Black's work on cellular regeneration." He informed her.

"I have no idea where that is." She spat back bitterly, she valued her life but hated being ordered at, hence why she was so distanced from the rest of her colleagues.

"Well I guess you are of no use to me." She could only imagine the twisted grin forming under his cotton mask as his gun's barrel moved to focus on her face now, she quickly shut her eyes. Shaking now.

Before he could there was a loud bang as Caitlin peeked out under one eye to towards the lab doors, seeing they had been pushed open with high momentum. Suddenly there was a whoosh of air, before her she could see in sudden fast forwarded action, a distinctly humanoid shaped blur attacking the three masked men, in a matter of seconds she had saw them get knocked flying by the pure speed and force this speeding entity had on them.

The blur soon stopped after he had punched the last guy into the nearby desk, revealing himself accidentally.

Stood before her was a tall guy, clad in tight blue jeans that hugged his slim legs and a slightly oversized cotton red hoodie which shielded his face with its baggy hood casting a shadow that protected his face, it seemed like he was the mysterious blur but looked serious underfunded on the superhero spandex side of things.

"That all you got!" He called out cockily which instantly made Caitlin roll her eyes, slightly dancing which only made Caitlin more unimpressed, she however was surprised but how his voice sounded distorted and almost robotic.

Before she could get up he quickly zoomed over in a rapid flash, suddenly she was on her feet in the space of seconds. He however kept his hood low and under the dark shadow of his hood she could just about make out a face that seemed to be vibrating to further shield his identity which she had to commend as he didn't exactly look well prepared for heroism but at least he wasn't dumb.

"Are you okay?" She heard him say, she was still slightly dazed, if she didn't already know about the blur she would assume this was all some dazed hallucination from the trauma.

Despite being injured she managed to still remain uptight, using her red stained hand to put some distance between her and her mysterious stranger. "I'm fine."

"Um, miss you are bleeding." He pointed out, suddenly she saw him disappear and felt herself getting picked up and twisted her head to see this blur guy holding her in his arms.

"I can handle myself." She insisted, trying to move out of his hold but only found more ways to prolong the sting in her shoulder. The reaction to pain only made her retreated more against his chest. Of course this was unintentionally but she could feel the contours of his body beneath his cheap getup.

"Yeah whatever." He retorted sarcastically with a light chuckle, the doctor found it weird how he was so casual about the stuff he had just did.

Before she could manage to get her another word out she felt the word around her blur suddenly, as if everything was moving faster than her, of course this sudden experience only lasted a few minutes as she soon found herself in the middle of Central City hospital's reception, she suddenly looked around in surprise before frowning to herself, telling herself she was going to give that guy a piece of her mind for being so impulsive and just leaving her here without answer when she met him again.

_Of course she was going to be meeting him sooner than expected._

* * *

><p><strong>Soooooooooo yeah. Chapter 1 of a new story I felt the need to put out despite the evergrowing pile of Stories I have been churning out this past week or so *pushes Part of Something Bigger back into overflowing idea closet* <strong>

**I felt the need for this story to deviate from some aspects of the TV show, like Danton Black having previously worked with Mercury Labs instead of Stag Industries and Caitlin having no prior time with Star Labs and also Barry was not in any 9 month coma just to clear somethings up to make this story a bit different from the community of the show.**

**I hope you enjoyed my AU take on Snowbarry, feel free to leave suggestions and critisims in the comments and don't forget to follow and favourite this story so I know if you want to see any more of this story **

**-Rob**


	2. Day Job

**I'm backkkkkkk with chapter two, it's a bit earlier than expected, usually I wait a day before updating but figured I'd treat you all to a free chapter :D**

**A friend suggested doing it from Barry's POV, and since we are uber Flash fans I figured why not have a go.**

**I hope you enjoy!**

_Barry's POV_

I groaned, the sound of an eerily familiar alarm clock fresh in my ear, I knew that sound because it was always there to greet me and always rattle about on my bedside table when I was late.

Luckily superspeed had it perks, after about a minute or so I was out of bed in the bathroom, clean and dressed and completely organised.

Stepping out of my bathroom I noticed my makeshift costume laid out sprawled on the edge of my messy bed. Smirking to myself as I quickly picked them up and stored them in a small briefcase under the old bed.

Got to remember to get something more practical and comfortable. Maybe I'll get a mask or some spandex. I always did wonder what exactly a hero would wear in such modern times. He was no millionaire so Kevlar and bullet proof materials were out of the question so he was forced to rely on cheap dollar stores and charity shops to get his crime fighting attire.

Once everything was shorted, I grinned to myself in the small mirror of my tiny bathroom as I finished adjusting my hair, god I needed a better place, no wonder I couldn't get myself laid, bringing someone around here would cause them to develop OCD on the stop.

I soon left my crampy place and headed off to work, glad to leave there, it was ironic in a way. I am the fastest man alive yet I am also the laziest man alive since I barely can do much else apart from the occasional patrol and work on the evidence for the CCPD. As much as I love the thrill of rushing into burning buildings and saving people I still need a job to sustain my heightened hunger for anything with high calories.

Normally I would just rush over there in a burst of speed but if I keep exploiting his power than the harder it was to keep myself from burning needed energy which could be better spent working on solving crimes.

Despite being late I still rushed through the busy crowds, I have always hated the feeling of having to push my way through people's marching and stronger senses of gravity.

It took me a good ten minutes for me to arrive at the crime scene, remembering how the loud fire alarm had drawn my attention when I rushed past it late at night. I can still remember the exact part I took as I retraced my steps.

It didn't take long for me to find my way back to the labs, unlike last night where the large room was empty and void of people, this one with covered with people analysing the place, it was easy to spot out Joe, my foster dad purely by the way all of the officers on screen gravitated around him. He looked like a Sheppard guiding his sheep, his gun wielding, middle aged sheep.

That's when I saw her, the doctor I had had saved yesterday, the one I also exposed my existence to. Currently being interviewed by one of the officers.

I briskly walked over to Joe as the officers orbiting him dispersed to other areas of the lab.

"Hey Joe." I smiled brightly, hoping he wouldn't nag me like he usually would but I wasn't as late as other times, so that's a good thing for once?

"Where were you Bar?" Yep that was the reply I was expecting, at least I knew he wasn't too mad due to the use of my overused nickname which I had grown rather fond of.

"I-I overslept." I swiftly answered, I know it's bad to lie but telling him that his adopted son could run at super speed, heal quickly and couldn't get drunk would really hit the simple man hard.

Joe always believed in a simple life and simple beliefs; that gravity makes things fall, water makes things wet, he believed the fastest man alive could run a mile in 4 minutes and not in 3 seconds.

"Bar, you can't keep doing this." He sighed, only causing my bright smile to falter once more. "Look, a witness said the intruders came in and began looking over the lab, look for anything abnormal like you always do." He told me, god I hated it when he did that, acting like he can understand the kid he raised but sometimes Joe didn't quite understand me.

I however did what I was told, opening up my case and slipping on my gloves and moving over to the desks, allowing my curiosity to control my next moves as I noticed a microscope, just how much funding did Mercury Labs get since this is some seriously high end equipment they had here. I grinned to myself before quickly peering around, thinking no one would mind if I had a peek at what the microscope was meant to be studying.

I was wrong.

"You know this, just because you are investigating a break in doesn't give you the right to just look at whatever you want." A voice called out, it rung in my ears, it sounded so familiar but I guess I need to match the voice with the face.

Cheekily grinning as I tilted my head up in her direction, said grin being faltered as I was met by a familiar face, the doctor I had rescued yesterday. The one with the pink blouse, curly brown hair and rosy lips. God the idea I can remember a random person's features makes me want to try and actually attempt to get a girlfriend.

"Sorry it's just… I'm a big fan of your work Doctor Snow." I told her politely flashing her one of my usual charming smiles that usually worked on getting me out of trouble.

I guess she really doesn't smile much anymore, I had seen in interviews and in photos on science magazines, always so nice and well warm was what I always what I assumed she was like. That was before lightning struck.

I always have to remember, I was lucky. If I had been somewhere when I was struck I could have ended up that guy who could manipulate weather and got riddled with bullets for trying to control everyone or that burning guy, I had heard about. Some people didn't get any special gifts at all, some people had lost a lot while I had gained so much.

"Thank you." She offered a light but tight smile, her voice also sounded a bit softer but retained a distanced feeling to it, as if she wasn't really there in the room with me and the twenty police officers. "Now please could you avoid damaging my equipment." She asked but it lacked that innocent tone and sounded like she was quite possessive over her toys.

Of course now that I had looked at her lips I couldn't help but drink in her appearance, remembering those rosy lips from last night and how they were contorted with annoyance at my unique outgoing and reckless response to danger, I hadn't exactly expected me to be such a buzzkill as I literally had saved her ass.

I can't help it, she's pretty good and not just in the whole scientific studies department. The woman was well endowed with a very feminine physique and beautiful features. A lot of guys, nerdy or not found the intelligent doctor rather attractive. Now that I think about her, I feel a bit confused with myself as I was literally just eyeing up a very important pillar of the scientific community.

Now I am looking at her eyes, finding her lids narrowing so it seemed her large brown orbs were studying my rather narrow frame, I kind of felt a bit conscious now as I felt my cheeks slightly light up.

"T-That's okay." I smiled nicely, glad to have squeezed a smile out of the assumed very introverted doctor. There wasn't much distance between us as I held out my hand. "Barry Allen." I figured it wouldn't help to introduce himself to a fellow scientist.

"Caitlin Snow." Her slender fingers grasping my hand and lightly shaking it before she caught onto her mistake. "But you already knew that." She apologised as I noticed her pale cheeks take on a light and extremely faint pink colour.

"So any reason why your lab was targeted?" I asked her, figuring it wouldn't help to have some context before I ran head first into this problem.

"I'm not sure." She admitted to me, it was only natural for her to put her hand on her other arm defensively as she clearly didn't exactly like expressing her problems. "Something to do with Danton Black's research." Doctor Snow finally spoke. I could literally feel the hesitation that dripped from her words.

"Oh okay." I decided it was best not to keep on asking questions as she would begin to get suspicious and the last thing I need was her assuming the worse about me as right now I could probably be the most help, well not as myself but as the Streak! Eh not exactly the best name.

"Thank you Mr Allen, it's not often I get to meet a fan." She expressed herself clearly to me, which made me relax as it was clear she saw me as not too noisy or annoying which is exactly the opposite of what she thought about the mysterious blur that saved her last night.

I nodded goodbye, watching Joe go over to her to question her about the involvement of the blur in events of last night. I smile to myself slightly and shake my head, Joe was still against this whole blur superhero thing, like I said simple beliefs.

The crime scene was still fresh, no other forensics had been here as he looked around, finding a particularly interesting sight near the door, a bloody hand print pressed against the white wall. Judging by the amount of pressure applied that the person who caused it was bleeding out from an inflicted wound and also had clearly escaped along with the rest of his friends. But that night I was sure it only three men, I also made no sense on how three knocked out guys can get up so quickly after being supersonic punched in the chest and make it out in like five minutes.

After bagging myself some of that evidence I headed back to the spots where I had sent the baddies flying, crouching down and peering over and under the tables. Getting down on all fours at this point as I examined the area, even going as so far as to check underneath the desk now just encase, I knew someone was going to question my actions and my vote was on Joe.

"What are you doing, Mr Allen?" Doctor Snow's voice spoke out, it was rather quiet and curious voice this time as she was no doubt standing nearby and questioning my position on the floor.

"I was looking for-" I hesitated, now would be a great time for me to create an excuse. "DNA evidence." Woah what a save, I would have gulped but I was afraid it would too loud for the perspective doctor to pick up on.

"You do realise, although a man was thrown into this table, it was not hard enough for him to actually bleed." She pointed out, god she sure did seem protective over her lab or anywhere she had walked didn't she.

"Well actually there's no proof, because there's no body…" I sat up and looked over at her, finding her neutral expression had twisted into a much more annoyed one.

"What are you actually hoping to find?" She demanded, no hesitation this time as she seemed to hold all the cards in this scenario as she had caught him peeping around and could use this to her advantage.

"Not sure, just something that might help." Taking a pen from my pocket as I notice some silver slime that is quite tiny and gently swab up a bit and place it in one of my small evidence bags before placing it in my black case and shutting the lid now. "That could be of use with the case." I mutter to myself before getting up now. Now I realise just how taller I am than the good doctor as I look at her.

"Well it was nice meeting you Doctor Snow." I sheepishly told her before walking around her and straight out.

* * *

><p><strong>That was chapter 2, god my longest chapter for any story.<strong>

**Its going to be fun since clearly Caitlin is developing different opinions on this mysterious blur and the fanboy Barry Allen.**

**Anyway as always feel free to leave suggestions and critisims in the comments and don't forget to follow and favourite this story so I know that you guys want see more of this story**

**-Rob**


	3. Personal' Physician

**So here is another chapter for Experiment, honestly not sure if it's the best name for this story given its premise but eh the fanfiction must go on!**

**Also I was wondering..**

**Whose perspective do you want to see in each chapter. Starting this chapter, you can vote for who's perspective the next chapter will be from. To do so just comment who's POV you want to see the next chapter from and the majority wins!**

**Also for now on I'm going to try and use dates to establish the continuity here. In this AU Barry was in a coma for exactly 2 months.**

* * *

><p><strong>Caitlin's POV<strong>

_**April 21**__**st**__** 2014 12:10 AM**_

After watching the odd forensic scientist/adorkable fanboy leave. I headed back to where he was studying. The guy was smart; I'll give him that much since it didn't even seem like he had even been very well informed about the break end and I swear he looked as if he had literally just got out of bed.

God for someone who had literally been here for approximately ten minutes he sure did make himself stick out like a sore thumb. Judging by how quickly he reacted to be proven wrong by me and also how he was checking UNDER the table where no other person had been looking as if he knew there was something hidden there.

As much as the man surprised me, I figured he was onto something as I crouched down, scooping myself a sample of the silver liquid and carefully hid it from sight before nimbly excusing myself from the scene and heading to my car and driving straight back to my nice cosy apartment.

Once inside I shrug off my coat and hang it up before opening up my purse and pulling out the sample of tissue, sighing as I grabbed my microscope and carefully put the tiny goo underneath it after I had it properly prepared.

Stem cells? Impossible, this was a full grown man who attacked her and he had somehow managed to leave some stem cells away behind.

I sighed and took the sample out from under the scope and searched for some protein jelly, upon finding some I had left around I played it inside the culture and set it down on the side before I moved to remove my shoes.

A faint beeping noise could be heard as I had bent down, looking at the source of the beeps, my purse?

Opening it up I curiously reached in, soon wrapping my slender fingers around a small circular device and brought it out into the light.

"Some kind of cheap tracking device?" I spoke outloud as it kept bleeping.

There was a loud crack as I turned around, it seemed my theory may have been proven right as suddenly a masked man just like last night was standing where the culture once was. He however seemed anger and had his hands balled into fists as he stared at me.

"Oh…" I began internally crapping myself as I backed up, my eyes darting around my room for something to defend myself. I expected to have an empty shell of the man who attacked me not a violent murderous clone on my hands!

Before he could get any closer a red blur shot past, blasting my weak hair to the side as the sound of someone landing an extremely fast punch echoed into my ears, I saw the clone suddenly stumbled back. Unfortunately, he crashed backwards into my desk and displacing all of my research.

As I was about to comment on the blur's tardiness I felt myself get picked up once more, letting out an undignified squeak which made me blush as I twisted my head to see the hooded blur once more.

"Hey there." He casually spoke, his flirty tone ever present in his vibrated vocal cords. "Mind if I just borrow Miss Snow." He spoke out challenging towards the downed Clone all too cockily, not stopping me from groaning and rolling my eyes. If I had my way I would be out of his arms and out of the door before he could even react.

"Will you put me down." I frowned, I could just imagine my face, distorted by annoyance and ignorance as I could only imagine the cocky grin sprawled out across his face under all those vibrating molecules of course.

In a blur I found myself now in the hallway, looking to my door only to see it shut in an instant, suddenly noises of furniture-my furniture- being thrown and colliding and no doubt tearing my lovely wallpaper. Several loud vibrated grunts came out now, clearly all from this blur hero as she assumed he was probably on the receiving end of a large clone beatdown.

It however quickly died down as suddenly the door was swung open as a swarm of roughly ten identical masked men rushed out of the door, I cursed and expected them to attack me and effortlessly beat me down. Instead they rushed right past me and aimed to be leaving for somewhere else.

Once they had left I rushed back into my apartment before any neighbours got smart and called the police as I opened the door I saw all my precious stuff thrown about and broken in crumpled heaps of materials that were scattered everywhere.

My crimson saviour on the other hand was left curled up into a ball on the floor, coughing weakly as I could already see a bust lip and no doubt three bruised ribs as lucky for him his big hood covered me from glancing at his face.

I reached down, putting myself under his arm and tried to help him up, out of respect I decided to deter my eyes away from glancing up his hood.

"God for a twig you sure are heavy." I groaned as he weakly chuckled but I could see even that was hurting him.

"So where exactly can I take you?" I asked curiously since my place was wrecked but I didn't know if he had some sort of secret lair or what not where he could rest in.

God he sure had the shit and wind kicked out of him, I could still hear him coughing as he seemed to be finally recovering his breath.

"I suppose I know somewhere I could get you patched up…" I suggested.

He sputtered weakly, like someone was still kicking him in the gut. "O-Okay..'." I didn't exactly like the idea of having to basically carry a red hooded stranger to MY place of work.

Luckily for us, Mercury Labs wasn't particular busy today, maybe it was because of some fancy event happening later that day the lack of people never really bothered me, I preferred peace and quiet.

Due to there being cameras, the weak speedster decided he would just zoom past them to avoid getting any images of himself and Caitlin together, which was smart because some crazed villain of his might just get the wrong idea of our odd relationship.

Relationship? I barely knew this guy; I don't even know what he looks like. But that does not mean I am not curious as to who it was clad under that hood.

I walked up to my office, luckily finding it already unopened as I strolled in, seeing a rather out of breath and injured vigilante resting against my desk. Red gloved hands clutching the edges of the wooden furniture like he was hold on for dear life, heavy distorted pants slipped from his mouth now, some way it seemed kind of erotic but that idea was easily pushed aside by how serious the situation was.

"Sit down." I instructed as I heard the vibrated noises still. "And stop with that vibrating crap." I told him sternly, being a little flustered by just how anger I may have sounded.

"I think I'd prefer to keep my identity safe to be honest." I heard him retort weakly as I rolled my eyes and walked over to my desk, picking up my doctor's bag and bringing it closer to him. I can see his hesitation for me to move any closer, either for his identities sake or that his abnormal capabilities could hurt me in some way.

"Fine.." I gave in, looking over at his hoodie now. "I need you to take off your top." I insisted since I didn't have any idea as to what the damage done to him could have been.

He clearly refused and instead lifted his hoodie up to expose his stomach. Since he felt so twiggy I assumed he lacked any definition. I may have been wrong… he had some very defined abs, the kind that would make a girl want to run their hands over them and massage. I felt my cheeks glow as the idea danced in my mind before being quickly shot down as I looked down, seeing a noticeable purple bruise to his side.

My hand gently touched his skin, as if I was landing a spaceship on the surface of an alien world, finding his skin very warm as also on reflex the sounds of muffled hisses could be heard, well it wasn't too bad. Before he had time to recover I twisted around, producing an ice pack from my bag and pinning it to his very bruised up side, only achieving in making him curse out more now. I would and should have hit him for being so loud but I couldn't exactly blame him.

"You do know I have accelerating healing right?" The blur pointed out, I could fill the smugness in his tone dripping from his tongue.

"That's nice." I was clearly trying to show my disinterest but in reality it was much different response. She was fascinating by this blur, not mentally but physically, biologically!

"Not that don't appreciate your help Doctor Snow?" I smirked slightly to myself as I felt his confidence falter clearly.

"You a fan too?" I asked, clearly amused by his antics as she smirked to reach up and examine his bruised flesh closer now, raising an eyebrow as I was eye level with his abs, fascinated by how the flesh was already reverting to normal, too focused to ignore how close she was to his body.

"A casual admirer." I heard him say before a chuckle escaped him. "You a fan too then?" I blushed as remembered where I was, flustered I shot my head up to stare at his disguised eyes, sporting a frown that didn't exactly look that menacing to anyone but I believed always that I could pull one off.

"What- no I'm-scientist-" I had aimed to swiftly shut him down, but what came out was something much more awkward and full of hesitation and stuttering and instead of annoying him it seemed to inciting him as he let out a chuckle in response.

"If you think I'll be around to patch you up every time you get hurt you are very mistaken." I stated, feeling as if I hadn't clarified enough.

"Jeez Doctor Snow, it's not like I'm bleeding out." His words making me stare him in the eyes, clearly telling him with my threatening glance to not joke about that kind of stuff.

"Okay sorry…" He sheepishly replied, clearly stopping himself before he said something stupid like usual.

"Sorry, I just don't like to think people can be so careless." I admit, maybe I was breaking, not in the physical sense but I was telling this stranger something but I could feel like I was letting out some of my true emotions out with those words, I never do that.

"It's okay." His vibrated voice, despite being distorted seemed to carry some of his sincere feelings to her ears.

"Just don't think of me as your personal physician." I reminded him, I could feel a small smile on my lips by just the words I uttered.

"One could only dream Doctor Snow." And with that I was straight-faced again but my cheeks betrayed me with a pink hum.

"And what are you implying?" I smirked smugly, one eyebrow raised as I lightly pressed against his bruise playfully, expecting him to curse but found she was now just touching his abs…

I blinked and looked down, seeing the bruising had vanished, amazing I have never seen something like that just go so quick.

"That's impossible." I stated and instantly got up my eyes were wide with surprise as I instantly rushed off to find a syringe.

"What are you doing?" I heard him say as I now returned with both a syringe and small pot.

"I need to analyse your cells." I told him, holding out them to him, which he didn't take.

"How do I know you won't just use my blood and try sell it off or use it to discover my identity." God this guy really thought of everyone as a threat.

"Why would I do that?" Did this guy think I was such a selfish ass; I swear he was a fan of me so why would he suddenly distrusts someone he idolised.

"I don't know…" I heard him muttered from under his hood.

"You know I'm taking a sample where you like it or not." I informed him before quickly aiming the needle to pierce of his veins in his legs, luckily his energy must have been very low as he barely had the chance to zoom himself out of the way as he let out a very normal pitched yelp.

Remembering people were still here, albeit only a few I still pulled the needle out with a reasonable amount of blood and then slapped his hooded face. "Stop screaming."

"Ouch…" I saw him rubbing his leg in pain but I simply rolled my eyes, god stop being such a whiny bitch is one of the many things I want to say to him right now.

"It will heal." I said as I moved to the nearest high quality technology to view the blood collected, slipping in a sample into the analyser I saw the machine was already projecting a 3D hologram of his cells. "Whoa."

His cells were the same shape, size and did everything a normal cell would do in the body, except these cells were shaking rapidly and had a coating of electricity over their surfaces, giving the impression his cells were beaming with energy.

"Are those…" I heard speak, clearly as flabbergasted as I was as he stared with a familiar scientific interest cloaked by the dark of his hood.

"Your cells yes…" I smiled with amazement, there was something very different about his cells compared to any other set of cells she had seen from a human. "This explains your abilitie-"

I was interrupted, I could hear the loud sounds of heels treading across polished marble floor, marble floor right outside of MY door.

The Blur quickly got up, sharing a glance with me that clearly said he was going to get out of view, a brief glance of his face could have been seen but I was too focused on trying to ensure that my colleagues didn't find out I had brought someone unauthorised into Mercury Labs.

I quickly had a idea…

"Get in that closet." I ordered, hard to be taken seriously as I pointed in the direction of the small storage closet, I had to quickly grab his hurt arm and pull him to it, before he had the chance to tell me if he fit I shut the door on him and rushed over to the analyser and nimbly shut off the projector.

"Everything okay in there Caitlin?" I heard one of the fellow employees from the other side of the door.

"Yes, did you need something?" I asked as Doctor Lang walked in, the young physicist walking in now and closing the door behind her.

"I was just checking if you were okay, I swear I could hear some screams coming from around here."

"Oh that was me." I lied expertly. "Tripped on some wires." I assured her.

"Well putting yourself in that kind of danger won't attract that Blur if that's what you are after." She teased as she left my presence, quickly making me go red faced, how did she know? Wait did that mean everyone in their department knew as well, well that's embarrassing.

I sighed and unlocked the door, watching the blur suddenly fall onto his front with a mild groan.

"So what's this about you and this Blur guy?" I heard him tease now. Upon seeing my frown, he instantly recoiled. "Joking…" He stated defensively.

"Ignore anything you may hear about me from my colleagues." I informed him with a roll of my eyes.

"Gotcha." I could feel his grin just by how cocky his voice sounded.

"Anyway, where were we?" I change the subject, putting the hologram back up now and resume my focus on the shaking cells, while I did that I went to my desk, getting some paper and scribbling down my number onto it before thrusting it into the now standing Blur's hand.

"I want to see you every week." I told him, but at the sight of a forming grin and the realisation that how weird that sounded I tried to rephrase it. "For tests and more samples, because even you don't understand what kind of changes are happening in your body." I reasoned with him. "And without actual knowledge of what you can do you are only going to hurt yourself and others around you."

I could see the faint shadow of a smile under his hood, he nodded as his face started vibrating once more. "I'll see you around." He told me before cracking his neck and making me cringe as he seemed ready to run, which made me realise something.

"You also may want to consider more calories." I added in.

And with that the blur darted off in a streak of crimson, leaving my hair displaced and heart feeling oddly distorted in both good and bad ways.

* * *

><p><strong>And that's it for Chapter 3, personally this is a filler chapter but also I want Barry to be aware of Caitlin's admiration of the Blur soon. I also intend for Barry to retain his secret identity for longer than the show version did.<strong>

**Thank you for all the support guys, feel free to comment your criticism and favourite and follow this story for more updates. Be sure to comment on here so I know you still want me to focus on this story :D**

**-Rob**


	4. Author's Note

So guys... I was thinking of restarting this Fanfic, after a lot of thought and consideration I have decided that I have rushed this tory personally as the timeline is rather messed up in this story so I intend to rewrite and improve on it.

Don't worry if you are a big fan of this story as it will return in a few days under a new name maybe but expect this story to be improved and a lot detailed as this new story will follow a similar premise with a few minor tweaks and changes to the canon.

I look forward to reintroducing this fic when it's properly satisfying and of good enough structure for myself and you guys!

-Rob


End file.
